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WATOH, WATOH, MOTHER.

MoTEER, waloh the little foet
Climbing o'er the garden wall,
Bounding through the busy street,
Rangicg cellar, shed, and hall;

Never ooun the moments lost,
Nover mind the tima it cost

Little foot will go natray—

Guide them, mother, while you may.

Mothor, watch the little hand
Picking berries by the way,
Mekisg houses in the sand,
Toesing oo the fagrant hay.
Hever dare the guestion ask,
“Why to me this weary task 7"
These same littls hands may prove
Measengers of light and love,

Mother, watch the little tongne
Prattling, eloquent and wild;
What is said and what is sung
By the happy joyoas child
Cabch the word while yeb unspoken,
Stop the vow beforo "tis broken;
This same tongue may yeb proalaim
Bleasings in & Savioor's name,
Mother, watch the littls heart
Beating soft and warm for you ;
Whelesome lessons now impart—
Eeep, ob 1 keep that young beart truo !
Extricating every weed,
Bowing good and precious seed ;
Harvest rich you then may see,
Ripening for etarnity,
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